TALES OF DESTINT

and classes. Some of the town-dwellers, too, would
be there, resting and refreshing themselves after their
walk to the city walls, while from the near-by camp
of the Rajputs, who formed a portion of the royal
bodyguard, there would oftentimes stroll over a few
men-at-arms.

Pn such occasions it would generally happen that the
^debates recently listened to in the Imperial Hall of
Assembly would be subjected to comment. And from
discussion of this kind the conversation would quite
frequently change to story-telling, dear to the hearts
of all natives of Hindustan, and by no means to be
despised, for in a good story there may be implanted
the kernel of a sound philosophy.
On a summer night in the year named eight men
were assembled on the veranda of the caravan-
serai. The full moon had just risen above a tope of
tamarind trees, and its silvern radiance revealed
every detail of the scene. A Rajput chief occupied
the place of central prominence, cushions arranged
for his convenience, on one of which rested his scimi-
tar, the emblem of his soldierly profession. Not far
from him, in a half-reclining posture, was a general
of the Afghans, also of the bodyguard of the Em-
peror. A hakeem, or physician, and fin astrologer, both
in the Moslem style of dress, were seated close
together, legs crossed beneath them; while a little
apart were two Hindus, as the caste marks on their
foreheads showed, a tax-collector from the country
and a kotwal, or city magistrate. Just above the
steps leading on to the veranda, surrounded by his